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In the sleepy beachside town of Shellbay, where the waves whispered secrets and seagulls yawned in the sun, there stood a little ice cream cart. It was blue and white with a bell that tinkled like wind chimes, and all summer long, children came running barefoot down the boardwalk to find it.

And every day—every single day—Mimi was the first in line.

Mimi had tried them all.

Strawberry Swirl.

Toffee Turtle.

Lemon Lickety.

Salty Sea Caramel.

Blueberry Breeze.

She even once dared a scoop of Minty Pickle (which tasted, in her opinion, exactly like toothpaste in a garden).

But today was different.

It was the last day of summer, and the very last day the cart would open before closing for the year. The beach was quieter than usual. A few families still built sandcastles, and a dog dug determinedly after something invisible. The air smelled of sea salt, sunscreen, and the faintest hint of goodbye.

Mimi stood in front of the cart, hands on her hips, squinting at the chalkboard menu.

There were the usual suspects.

The crowd-pleasers.

The oddballs.

And then, at the very bottom, written in curly gold chalk:

AUGUST SURPRISE — ???

“No description?” Mimi frowned, reading it again. “What kind of flavor has no description?”

The ice cream man smiled. He was older than the hills, with a beard like whipped cream and eyes like two scoops of chocolate chip. “It’s a secret,” he said. “Only the brave try it.”

Mimi puffed up her cheeks. She had once eaten a jellyfish (by accident), slid down a sand dune standing up, and balanced a crab on her head for three whole minutes. Brave? She was practically made of bravery.

But this was the last day. Should she pick her favorite—Caramel Crunch? Or go with the mysterious August Surprise, which might taste like wet socks?

“Can I try them all?” she asked, hopeful.

The ice cream man chuckled and pointed to a wooden sign that read: One Scoop Per Customer. No Exceptions.

Mimi thought hard. She tapped her chin. She paced. She did a little thinking dance. The sun was already beginning to tip westward, casting long golden lines on the sand. There wasn’t time to come back tomorrow.

Finally, she looked up and said, “August Surprise, please.”

The ice cream man nodded solemnly. He reached into the cold cart and scooped a swirl of something... odd. It shimmered. It sparkled. It wasn’t any color at all—or maybe it was all the colors, shifting like sun on the sea.

He handed it to her in a cone shaped like a seashell.

Mimi held it close and sniffed.

It smelled like—

• Warm towels fresh from the line

• Coconut sun cream

• Watermelon seeds

• A new book on a rainy day

She took a lick.

First taste: running through sprinklers

Second taste: her grandmother’s lemon pie

Third taste: a sleepy nap in the car after a long day at the beach

Mimi blinked.

“Is this... made of memories?” she whispered.

The ice cream man simply smiled.

She walked to the edge of the sand and sat on the warm wooden steps. She licked slowly, carefully, as the breeze tickled her nose and the waves rolled in and out like breathing.

With every lick, more flavors bloomed.

• The squeak of rubber sandals

• The fizz of cola

• The thump of a heart leaping off a diving board

She didn’t gobble it down. She couldn’t. This wasn’t ice cream you finished in a hurry. It was meant to be tasted like time—melting and magical and just a little bit sad.

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE LAST

ICE CREANM
OF SUNMER






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





